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THE LADY IN THE * BUS
\AZEMMES left the workshop, turning over in his pocket the tips he had received from his comrades who had won. Four francs fifty. Peclet had presented him with a couple of francs on his own account. It was true that Peclet, who had put fifteen francs on Laripette, found himself twenty-seven francs to the good.
Wazemmes was full of pleasant ideas. His encounter with Haverkamp had opened an extensive vista before him. It was not so much the job that was offered him in itself, or the money attached to it, that occupied his mind. He would think about that part of it later on, when he had talked the matter over with his uncle. What buoyed him up at the moment was that he had received a kind of general assurance of his future and a palpable proof that luck was with him. A young man whom a gentleman of importance and distinction singles out to entrust him with a commission requiring discretion, and to whom he proceeds to stand a drink in a caf6 and suggest their pooling their fortunes, is a young man of parts, who is not going to end up as a house-painter.
He felt like celebrating this success, and blowing his four francs fifty in the process. He began by buying a packet of high-grade cigarettes, which cost eighty centimes. But just as he was going to light one, it struck him that a cigarette, even a high-grade cigarette, did not make an adequate break with the common run of life, and he bought a fifteen-centime cigar. He approached the lighter on the